EPILOGUE

place full of thoroughbreds. Then I returned, ate bacon
and eggs, and went to bed with an omnibus volume of
shockers, property of the landlady.

Betimes I went to see the horse. Heat had softened
and moistened his skin; the girth had worked forward,
and he had a nasty raw gall. "Keep him here until he's
healed/31 said.

Twice a day I went to see him, to the profit of grocers
and fruiterers; as I walked up the yard his vast im-
passive head awaited me over his door.

At the end of a week he was quite well again.

But meanwhile life had not been standing still with
me. I met men with cars who were delighted to drive
me to see friends in neighbouring counties. I had been
persuaded that I simply must stay for the Horse Show.
I had been invited to go to Warwick Races. I had made
friends with the Vicar, sat up late with him over a
decanter, and found that his chief trouble in life was a
plague of bats, who defiled his church and frightened
his congregation, and I urged him to write a letter to the
Press headed "Bats in the Belfiy." I had been lent a
gun by a sporting auctioneer and asked out to shoot
partridges by friendly farmers. I had fallen into a daily
routine of shopping, paper-buying, and dropping in on
coteries of leisurely cronies. "Why should I not remain,"
I thought, "until my holiday is over? this suits me very
well; I might go further and fare worse.55

Besides, the Fair was coming on in the market-place
and I might (in the upshot I won three) win a watch at
one of the games of skill. I felt a nostalgia for the blare
of a merry-go-round.